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Head Over Heels 


Author's Notes: 
Hello everybody! We are Bell and Louise and this is our new joint account. From now on, we will be collaborating 
on fictions, starting with this one! The Bell in the story is based off of our own lovely Bell the writer, because 


who wouldn't want to date Steven Adler!? 


~Bell's POV~ 


| grabbed my guitar case and walked down the dingy corridor, shooting myself a look in a passing mirror as | 
exited the small apartment building on the Strip. 


As | had learned the hard way, life in LA. wasn't glamorous by any means. But, you learn to keep going. 


| strutted down the sidewalk, my red Doc Martin's slapping the pavement with every determined step | took. | 
was going to play my guitar in public today, and get some money. By God, | needed it. 


My green eyes scanned the city around me, looking all around for a good spot. | spotted a park a few meters 
away; and, deciding that could be a good place to earn some cash, | walked through the gated entrance and 
found the nearest bench. 


The park was a pleasant location, surrounded by rose beds and various other bushes. It was a completely 


coincidental bonus that it overlooked a skate park close by that was occupied by several cute boys my age. 


| gingerly removed my acoustic from its case, setting that down on the ground. | left it open as a sort of sign 


to say that those who wanted to leave a tip could and should do so easily. 

| placed my guitar on my thigh and strummed gently, singing under my breath until a good song came into 
mind. My eyes wandered to the skater boys, my fingers still plucking absentmindedly at the strings as | 
focused on one kid with shoulder-length black hair. 


He was riding on a skateboard, and he seemed really good, too. | saw a few of his friends say something to him 


and he laughed, his dark eyes lighting up. 


| smiled to myself and decided on "Hotel California" by The Eagles. My fingers, having memorized the tabs, 


began to play on their own. 

However, before | could begin the first verse | heard a loud, "LOOK OUT!" from behind me. All of a sudden, 
something heavy crashed into the back of my bench. | gasped in surprise as the person flipped over the bench 
and landed inside of my guitar case with a thud. 


"Oh my God, are you okay?" | asked, setting my guitar down and offering him a friendly hand. He took it and | 
helped him sit beside me. He bounced down on the bench, unclipping his helmet and setting it in his lap. 


| looked at him expectantly, and he looked at me, then just burst out into laughter. | was shocked for a 


moment before | cracked a smile. 
"What's so funny?" | asked, and he looked at me between strands of his fluffy hair. 


"| fell head over heels for you!" He exclaimed loudly, grinning at me. | covered my mouth with my hand, | was 


smiling so wide and | didn't even want him to see. 
lm Steven!" He said happily, his hair jumping around him, almost as joyful as he was. 


| smiled back, "I'm Bell" He grinned at me, his blue eyes flashing into my own. We kind of sat quietly together 


for a moment, looking at each other before | cleared my throat. 


"So, do you know them?" | gestured to the other boys in the skate park. He quickly looked behind me before 
whipping back around. 


"Oh, yeah!" He said joyfully, "they're my best friends!” 


| smiled at his sweet enthusiasm and nodded. "They're good" | said, almost too dreamily, looking over to the 


black-haired boy once more. 


Steven noticed and his eyebrows creased, then he grabbed my guitar and put it back in its case. | went to 
lunge for my prized possession out of instinct but i stopped myself. 


"What are you doing?" | asked, a mixture of nervousness and curiosity showing in my voice. 


"We're gonna go see them! I'll introduce you, Bell" He stood, offering me his hand, slinging my guitar over his 
shoulder. His skateboard was tucked under his arm and his helmet hung loosely from his other hand. 


| smiled and allowed him to help me up, then | took his skateboard out from under his arm so he had more 


room. 
"Oh, thanks." He said warmly, walking in the direction of the boys with me close behind. 

Once we got close enough he waved the arm with the helmet. "Hey, guys!!" he yelled happily. 

The boy with straight hair nodded back, "Hi, Popcorn" He said nonchalantly, half ignoring him. 

| smiled up at Steven, "Popcorn?" | asked. 

His face got red, "Uh, yeah. It's a nickname." He looked sheepish. | chucked and walked up to the boys with him. 
"Guys, this is Bell" He said, shooting them all a look that told them to behave themselves. 


"She's the guitarist you were hearing, Slash." He confirmed, and a guy with crazy curly hair on a bike, | guess 


Slash, nodded, 


"| played a little guitar when | was younger, but | dropped it for my snakes. And Popcorn here was a 
drummer!" Slash chucked as he spoke and Steven shrugged. 


"| wasn't very good," he said, looking down at Bell. 


"l'm sure you were wonderful." | said happily, smiling wide at him. He blushed again and smiled to himself. 


"Thanks, Bell" He said quietly, but pleased. 
"So," he began, looking at me with those eyes, "ever skated before?" 
| shook my head, "No, never." 


He cracked another smile, "Perfectl. | have to go, work starts in, like, ten minutes. Buy | want to teach you to 


skate." 
| chucked at this proposition, "Yeah?" 


"Yeah!" He said gleefully, handing me my guitar as he took his skateboard. "Meet me here, on our bench, 


tomorrow at eleven!" With that, he kissed my cheek and ran away, leaving me a smiling mess. 


Needless to say, I'm going to learn how to skate tomorrow. 


Sucker (NSFW) 


~ Duff's POV ~ 


| threw my head back, blue spikes getting out of place with the motion, swinging my hips to the beat as | let 
the music surround me. This band was amazing, | was really glad | decided to stop by the bar after work to 


check them out. 


A red banner announcing them as "Bell and The Suckers" was hung behind the drummer who was a very 
energetic and hairy blonde in an absolutely shredded Nikki-Sixx-esque outfit. | vaguely recognized him, so | 
squinted my eyes and looked closer before realizing it was Steven Adler! He joined Slash and me at the Seventh 
Veil once, but he didn't want to stay long because his girlfriend, Bell, had a gig. That means that the smoking 


hot singer in front of me is his girlfriend?! Score, dude! 


She had light pink hair, almost white, that was styled in a short pixie cute with a shaggy bang covering one 
striking green eye and a smoking body in ripped leather and a mahogany lace bra. She stomped her red Doc 
Martin's on the scuffed stage and swung her red Stratocaster around, revealing a studded belt and a silver 
pierced bar in her navel. She grabbed the mike and let out an animalistic howl that made my spine crawl, 


launching into their newest song. 


| grinned and danced to the fast beat, starting a small mosh pit with a few guys up front. | was jumping and 
screaming when | whipped around and saw.. him. Greasy black hair sticking out from underneath a wool cap, 
pale chest on display through a flimsy floral shirt, bony legs wrapped in red leather. He was sitting on a bar 
stool, knocking back shots of whiskey like it was nothing and laughing with some ginger haired chick. ‘Oops, not a 
chick at all! | realized as the apparent guy turned to the side. The beautiful gypsy man called for another drink 


and leaned his head on a heavily decorated hand as he waited. 


All thoughts of Steven's girlfriend left my mind as | stared at him, by now | was standing still at the edge of 
the mosh pit while people moved and shoved behind me. | had to go talk to him. There was a lot of alcohol 
coursing through my body right now, which | hoped would give me the fake confidence to not fuck it up. 


| leaned against the bar top next to him, ordering my usual straight Russian vodka. | glanced at him from the 
corner of my eye and saw that he was already checking me out. Great! Plopping my ass down on a sticker 
covered stool, | turned to face him and start a conversation. He beat me to it, though, which was good 


because | had no clue what | was going to say. 


"So," he paused, stirring his drink with a thin finger, "why aren't you on stage right now?" he asked in a husky 
voice tinged with a southern drawl. | was pretty confused by the question at first, but then | realized that | 


was dressed much like a punk vampire myself, with my ruffled shirt and red and black leather trench coat. 


"Oh, I'm not a sucker. At least..not for just anybody," | replied with a suggestive smirk. He snorted and looked 


me up and down again, lingering for a moment on my mouth. Oh yeah, he was definitely interested. 


"Oh? And what exactly would one have to do to become more than anybody?" he inquired. 
"Well," | said slowly, trying to figure out for myself what | wanted from him, "how about a name and number?" 


He hummed in consideration, tapping his finger against his glass in thought. "Alright, although I'd like the same 


in return, Mr. Vampire." 

"Deal. I'm Duff," | told him, then scribbled my number on a napkin from the bartender. 

"That's a cool name. Ya can call me Izzy," he replied, taking the napkin from me and doing the same. 

We talked and flirted for another twenty or so minutes. | found out that he was here because of the band too, 
Bell and Steven were his friends. He also introduced me to the guy next to him, Axl Rose. | was trying to figure 
out how to politely excuse myself for a smoke to gather my wits, while not making it seem like | was going to 


abandon him, when he beat me too it yet again 


"Wanna step out for a cig? Its real loud in here." He said smugly, getting off his chair and offering me a 


calloused hand. 

| grinned and accepted, stepping outside with him hand in hand. 

Once we made it outside, he leaned against the brick wall of the bar. 

"So," he began, grabbing a smoke for both of us and lighting them, "you single?" 
| shrugged and took a drag, "Yeah, have been for a while, too. What about you?" 
He smirked and shook his head, "Single, and ready to mingle, man" 


| felt my cheeks flush red as he said that, then he turned to face me. "You ready to mingle too, pretty boy?" 


He hissed at me before crashing his lips against mine. 


| stumbled back until | hit the wall, gasping and fisting my hands into the fabric covering his shoulders. He 
sucked on my lower lip, then bit it harshly, almost drawing blood. | moaned and pulled off his cap, running a 
hand through his tangled hair. Izzy practically purred when my fingers started massaging his scalp, and he 
rewarded the pleasure by nipping at my neck. Up and down he kissed, then licked, and finally sunk his teeth in 
right below my jugular, this time actually making me bleed. 


"l- | thought | was the va-vampire" | whimpered. He actually fucking made me whimper. Damn, this guy was 
something else. | was brought back to what we were doing in a back alley when a stray cat ran spitting down 


the pavement not even two feet from us. 


Izzy glanced back at it, then down at where his body pinned me to the wall. "I'm thinking maybe we should 
hurry this up, sweetheart, who knows what else is back here," he warned. | had no problem with a quick blow 
job behind a club, after all your standards get significantly lowered when you've lived in LA. for a while, so | 
nodded and used my legs to flip us around. | saw his pleasantly surprised face as | took charge, but then it 
changed to something dirty and devilish as | sunk to my knees. 


Quickly undoing his buckle and zip, | yanked the tight leather pants off of his sharp hips and pulled them down 
to his thighs. | grinned as his cock was revealed, its dusky pink head just inches from my lips. He had given me 


his name and number after all, so Izzy was gonna get what | had promised. 


| leaned in and took the first few inches into my mouth, testing the waters. He was bigger than | anticipated 
the skinny boy to be, and his hands were much stronger, especially when they were tangled in my hair. 


‘Mhmm.. come on, Duffy." he grunted, throwing his head back only for it to hit the brick wall of the bar, 


which caused another moan of discomfort and a whimper. 


| looked up at him, "Wanna go to my car?" | offered, standing but still leaving his softening member in my grip. 
He just nodded and sucked in a breath as | gave him a final squeeze before tucking his dick back in his pants. 
Pulling him by the hand, | led him around the corner to where my beat up truck was partially hidden by 


darkness. 


Izzy hopped onto the already open tailgate and shot me an expectant look ‘Geez, bossy, this one’ | thought, but 
| complied anyways. His control was kind of hot, if | was being honest. Once again kneeling between his legs, | 
took his cock back out and started stroking, trying to get him completely hard. 


Wrapping my lips around him again, | went down as far as | could and put a hand around the rest. Hollowing my 
cheeks for some extra suction, | looked up to find the most gorgeous sight | had ever seen Izzy was leaning on 
his elbows, pale column of his throat exposed as he tossed his head back and moaned. | reached up to play 


with a nipple that had been revealed as his flimsy shirt slid off of his shoulder. 


Flicking the small nub with my thumb, | concentrated again on what was in my mouth. | could feel the small 
spurts of salty precum coming out of the tip and coating my tongue. My senses were over powered by him. 
The way he tasted, how hot and hard he felt in my mouth, how delicious he looked, the moans vibrating 
through his whole body and filling the air with the sound of sex. 


Paying special attending to the slit at the top, | kept sucking until | heard shouts of pleasure and felt a warmth 
gush onto my tongue. Pulling back a bit, | let his orgasm splatter onto my lips and drip down my throat. Still 
shaking a little, he looked down at me with heavy lidded eyes and smirked. 


"Damn, Duff, wasn't expecting all that," he said, and | could hear how satisfied he was in his voice. 


"Well, | aim to please. And | did promise you something, after all," | replied, a blush creeping up my cheeks at 
the compliment. | rose, groaning a little and dusting off the knees of my bleach splattered jeans. 


"If | remember correctly," he paused, wrapping his legs around my waist to pull my body into his, "We did a lil 
trade back in the bar there. A name for a name, a number for a number, a blow job for a blow job..why don't 


| take you out next Friday and return the favor?" 


| grinned at the suggestion and nodded happily, leaning in for a kiss. He groaned at the taste of himself still in 
my mouth, sucking on my tongue. Pulling back, | smirked at the mess | had made of this beautiful gypsy man. 
My lipstick was smeared all over his mouth, his hair was mussed up, and his pants were still unnbuttoned 
showing off his this stomach and sticky cock | helped him get dressed again, we both had another cigarette, 
and then it was time to leave the scene. 


Nipping at my neck one more time, he reminded me to "Call me tomorrow, babe, so | know you got home okay.” 
Damn, this man couldn't get any more interesting. He had been pounding into my mouth not even ten minutes 


ago, but now he was a sweet and sultry gentleman. 


Watching him saunter back to the bar to find his friend Axl, | couldn't help but jump and let out a little 
‘Whoop! of joy. | discovered an awesome band, gave a hot guy a blow job, and got his number and a date set 
up. Best night ever! 


Friday Night 


Author's note: picture by slaxl-love on deviantart 


The friends were at the little shack on sunset that Slash, Steven and Bell all shared. They were listening to 


albums, sharing smokes and, in Steven and Bell's case, recovering from a gig earlier that night. 


Bell was leaning on Steven's shoulder, plucking away at her guitar and singing quietly as he tapped out 
drumbeats on her thigh. 


"How'd your show go?" Slash asked gruffly, playing with the snake tangled around his forearm. 
"Went real good, Slasher. Thanks." Bell said, stealing Steven's cigarette teasingly and taking a drag. 


He nodded at her as the snake crawled up his neck, "Wish | coulda made it, | haven't been to a concert in a 


while." 
At that exact moment, their phone rang. 


Bell and Steven looked at each other before the blonde boy stood to grab the call. Bell fell backwards due to his 


absence and landed on her back, still watching him and playing her guitar absentmindedly. 


"Hello?" He said into the receiver. Steven listened for a moment before grinning widely and giving Bell a 


reassuring look, "Hi, Nik! What's going on?" 


Slash raised an eyebrow and put Buttercup the snake back in her cage, Steven's spastic nodding and occasional 


jumping was beginning to scare her. 


"Yes, for Bell, too?" She looked at him with confusion, but he waved his hand at her, "We'll be there! Thanks, 
Nikki! You're the best!" And with that, he slammed the phone back on the hook and tackled Bell to the bed 


happily. 


She squealed beneath him and laughed, "What's the good news??" He only chuckled and kissed her gleefully, 


making Slash groan in mock annoyance. 
"Tickets for Mötley Cruel!" He yelled, making both Bell and Slash pause to gawk to him. 


"We haven't seen them in two years! They're huge now! The baddest band in the world!" Slash said in surprise, 
his cigarette falling out of his mouth and onto the floor. 


"I know! Nikki gave us tickets!" Steven cheered, jumping off Bell who laid happily on the bed. 


"When is it?" Slash asked the giggly blonde, "Next Friday at eight!" 


~Across Town~ 


Axl was lounging on the suspiciously stained couch in Tracii's apartment, watching reruns of Dynasty. He 
sighed, cracking open another beer and cranking up the tv to drown out his friend fucking some chick in the 
back 

All of a sudden, Izzy burst through the door with a paper bag of booze and a peculiar expression on his face. 
Axl raised an eyebrow as his best friend took a swig from the bag and threw himself onto the couch with a 


groan. 


Izzy sighed at the expectant look Axl threw him and, taking another sip from the bottle, turned to face him. 


"So." he spoke slowly, "I ran into motherfuckin’ Vince Neil today." 


Axl's eyes widened in surprise. "Yeah? What'd he say to you?" He asked, curious although a little hesitant to 


know what went down. 


"Said he was sorry that he was being' a bitch the last time he saw us. He also wants us to come to their 
show at the Rainbow next Friday to catch up an’ party," Izzy replied 


The redhead hummed in thought. "Well, | don't think there's any harm in going. Music, chicks, free booze," he 
said confidently. 


Izzy nodded, "Yeah, this'll be a memorable experience in one way or another." 
"So, when is it again?" Axl asked. 
"Next Friday at eight in the Rainbow Bar and Grill." 


"Great!" Axl shouted, "Now share! | wanna know what you've been drinkin’ over there that's got ya so loose!" 


Izzy smirked and handed over the bottle, both of them thinking about what next Friday was going to be like. 


~ The Next Friday at The Rainbow Bar and Grill ~ 


Slash had to admit that Motley actually sounded pretty good, not that he would ever say it aloud. Their sound 
had definitely improved since two years ago, as had their fan following. The bar was packed with women 
dressed like hookers and men dressed like the women. 


Heading backstage with Steven and Bell, Slash thought he saw a familiar mop of bleached and blue hair. 


"Hey, Slasher! Long time no see!" Cried a very tall, scantily clad drummer drunkly clinging to the one and only 


Mister Duff McKagan. 

"Hi, Tommy. Hi Duff, | didn't know you two knew each other," Slash half asked, half stated. 

"Yep!" Duff grinned, "Ooh! Izzy's herel" He went over to the other side of the room and started eagerly making 
out with their deathly thin, kind of sleazy looking friend. Slash had no idea that they were together, but he was 
more concerned with Izzy's friend. There was a gorgeous redhead standing next to him who rolled his eyes in 
annoyance as the couple jostled him in their enthusiasm. 

Just as he was about to ask who the guy was, Nikki Sixx slung one arm around his shoulder and the other 
around Tommy. "Heeeeey, dude," the bassist drunkenly slurred, "You came! Hahaaa! Bet you'd really come if you 
were with Axl over there!" He yelled in Slash's ear, pointing in the general direction of the hot ginger. 

Slash was pleased to know his name, but not so happy that Nikki was dragging him over towards the guy with 
a surprisingly strong grip. "Yeah, Nik, I'm sure | would.but you don't have to actually introduce us- I'm sure 
he's not interested!" he said, slightly panicking at the thought of actually talking to Axl. 

‘Nonsense! You would totally get along, right, Tom Tom?" 

"Oh yeah, you're definitely his type, just like you're mine, mister!" Tommy giggled to Nikki. He got a little too 
open sometimes when he was drunk. Slash fake gagged at all the couples around him as he spotted Steven and 


Bell mushed together in a corner, only to hide his jealousy, though. 


Tommy groaned in annoyance before grabbing Axl's arm and tugging him toward Slash. Both men looked at each 


other in confusion, and anger in Axl's case, as the drummer started their introductions. 
"Axl, Slash." He said in an exasperated voiced, "Slash, Axl. Have fun" 

And with that, Nikki dragged him off to his dressing room, not to be seen until morning. 
Axl looked at Slash who was blushing in embarrassment. 


"l, uh-" the curly haired man began, scratching his neck, "you're friends with Izzy?" 


"Yeah, good friends." Axl nodded, smiling weakly at Slash. 
"You wanna get a smoke or somethin?" Slash suggested, shrugging and gesturing to the door. 


"Yeah, that'll be nice." Axl grinned, taking Slash's hand and walking out of the Rainbow together. 


Anniversary (NSFW) 


Author's Notes: 
This one was all Bell! Didn't she do a great job?! 


Anniversary 
~ Steven's POV ~ 
My alarm clock began chirping loudly and | quickly shut it off, afraid itd wake up the girl sleeping next to me. 


| looked at her lovingly and touched her cheek, her dark eyebrows slightly furrowing as | did. What did | do to 


deserve her? It seems like just yesterday | had slammed into our bench and landed in her guitar case. 


| kissed her lips gingerly and felt her kiss back after a moment, her green eyes fluttering open and arms 


wrapping around my neck. 
| pulled away and looked down at her, those beautiful emerald eyes staring back up at me. 


"Good morning, Bell" | whispered to her, bending back over her to kiss her nose, both her cheeks, and her 
forehead until she giggled and put her hands on my chest to gently push me off. 


| chuckled and laid on my back, intertwining my fingers with hers. "Happy anniversary, my love." | smiled at her, 


watching her face light up as she rolled onto her side and placed her hands on either side of my head. 
"You remembered." she cooed, straddling my waist and kissing my chest all the way up to my neck. 


"Oh, my baby." | smiled at her and placed my hands on her hips as | captured her lips in mine, guiding her 
core to my pelvis. She let out a little groan and squeezed her eyes closed as | chuckled. 


"Like that, baby girl?" | said lowly, squeezing her tighter. | grinder up onto her, making her whimper, her little 
pajama shorts providing no barrier between me and Bell's throbbing heat. 


"S-Stevie-" she cried, looking down at me and squeezing my shoulders, "please." 


"You want more, baby?" | teased, sitting up and leaning forward so | was on top of her. She whimpered at the 
loss of tension but nodded, squeezing bits of my chest hair in her little fists. 


| grunted and buried my face in the crook of her neck, her short hair tickling the side of my face as | kissed 


and sucked on the column of her throat. 


She moaned and pulled my hair, wrapping her soft legs around my bare back so | could gently provide pressure 


to her pelvis. 


"Oh, baby." she squeaked, bringing my face out from her neck so she could kiss me, "I love you so much, 
happy anniversary, Steven" She put her hands on either side of my face and smiled, kissing my nose as | 


grinned. 


'| love you, too, baby." | smirked as | said it, "Now let me show you how much | love you." Bell's face flushed 
red and she bit her lip, knowing how much | love that. 


| hooked my fingers under her tee-shirt and tugged it up gently, raising her arms up for her and tossing it to 
the side. 


| looked at her beautiful chest and saw it covered in a gorgeous red lace lingerie, one I'd never seen before. My 


face lit up and | looked up at her, she was smiling proudly and propped herself up on her elbows. 


"I bought it as a surprise, like it, Stevie?" She said, her voice smooth as silk. | could feel my boxers feeling a 


little tighter just looking at my beautiful girl. 


"Fuck, baby doll, yes." | breathed, wrapping my arms around her middle and burying my face in her chest 


playfully. 


She giggled and threw her head back, tangling her hands in my hair, "Steven!" She laughed, arching her back as 
| kissed and nuzzled her breasts. 


| smirked against her skin and reached behind her, unclipping her bra and letting the fabric jump before setting 
it beside her and palming her left breast. 


"You're so fucking gorgeous.." | mumbled, taking the bud into my mouth and rolling it on my tongue. Bell 
whimpered and grabbed my hand, holding it to her lips and kissing the back as | squeezed her dainty fingers. 


"You're so handsome." she breathed as | moved onto her other breast, kissing along the valley of her heaving 


chest until | reached it. 

She gave a little whimper that made me smile, and | decided to give her a little more than | was. 

While still pleasing her chest, | snaked the hand she wasn't holding down her soft torso until | reached her 
shorts. | brought myself away from her breasts to look at what | was doing and pulled them down in one swift 


tug. 


| felt Bell shift and | heard her make a proud noise and | immediately knew why, because her panties matched 


her fancy bra. 


| smiled up at her and she giggled before | shook my head, "It's too bad these are coming off so soon, huh?" 
She hummed in agreement as | slid down so | was between her legs, beginning to take the panties off slowly 


and tossing them next to her bra. 


My eyes wandered up her body to her red face as | sat up, "Can you spread your legs for me, Bell?" | asked 
gently, placing one of my hands lovingly on her calf, "Please?" 


"Of course, honey." She obliged, laying her head back on her pillow and opening her legs to me, showing me the 
delicate, forbidden skin inside. 


| smiled and just looked for a moment, "So perfect.” | praised, wrapping my arm around her left thigh and 


giving her folds an experimental kiss. 


She gasped from above me and that was all the encouragement | needed to keep going, so | brought my index 


finger up to her opening and gently pushed it in, kissing her clitoris softly. 


She let out a little moan and reached for my left hand, which | gladly gave to her, so she could squeeze it as | 
pumped in and out quickly. 


"Oh- shit! Steviell" She whined, arching her back as | ran my tongue over her clit quickly and pumped faster. 


"Gonna cum, baby? Gonna cum for me? Come on, honey!" | smirked, knowing she liked it when | talked dirty to 


her. 


"Yes!" Bell panted, squeezing her eyes shut and digging her nails into my hand. She squealed as she came, visibly 


tensing as | rode her orgasm out. 


| watched her chest rise and fall as | pulled my finger out and wiped them on the sheet, crawling up her body 
and kissing her lips tenderly. 


She kissed me back slowly, her lips dancing with mine as she did. | found her hands and intertwined our fingers 
before pulling away and looking at her. 


"Wanna go out? Celebrate?" | grinned and she smiled back, kissing my nose. 
"Always. My whole life is a celebration when I'm with you." 
"| love you, Bell.” 


"| love you more, Adler." 


| Wanna Love 


| Wanna Love 
~ Izzy's POV ~ 


‘This is the most adorable thing | have ever seen’ | thought, watching the two cutest beings on the planet 
giggle to each other. 


My boyfriend was sitting cross legged on the ground, back leaning against the dark green couch in our 
apartment. His little niece, Maria, was bouncing around in his lap and trying to fit his bleached locks into pink 
scrunchies. She let out a shriek of laughter as his hair seemed to reject the fabric and send it flying across 


the room. 


"Marie, sweetie," Duff explained, as patient as ever, "My hair just isn't made for pigtails, and those ties are too 


small." 


"B-but Un-cul Wuff, | wan' match!" She blubbered, little mouth still having trouble forming the proper syllables 


as a pout formed her face into that of the sweetest angel in the skies. 


My stomach lurched a little at the sight of my boyfriend holding the tiny child in his lap, comforting her as if 
he dealt with children all the time. I'd never admit it aloud, at least not in casual conversation, but | wanted 
this for myself. To come home to my beautiful boyfriend and a little daughter every day is my biggest hope 


for the future, something I've wanted more than anything else, even being a rockstar.. 


A delighted scream brought me back to the realm of our living room. Duff was now lying on his back, arms in 
the air as he made Maria "fly" above him. She squealed again and kicked her feet, trying to get him to move 


her around faster. 


| let a small smile cross my face as | watched, but it quickly disappeared as | realized that the crazy motions 


might upset her delicate stomach. 


"Duff, babe, careful you don't make her puke!" | said cautiously, walking over and sitting next to them cross- 
leqged. 


"Aww don't worry about it honey, she's having a great time!" He said, although he did put her down again. 
Maria giggled and rubbed her eyes, getting sleepier by the second from all the play. 


"I think it's time for a warm cup of milk! How does that sound, sweetie? Hmm?" My boyfriend asked her. She 
nodded tiredly and plopped down on Duff's lap, awaiting her drink. Since he was occupied, | decided to go prepare 
her milk myself. 


| opened the fridge and looked inside, only to see an empty carton of milk | scoffed in annoyance before 
chucking the used container in the trash, turning around. 


"Duff?" | yelled. 
"Yes, honey?" 
"We're outta milk" 


"Well shi- shoot," he caught himself at the last moment, glancing down at the toddler in his lap. "Why don't | 


run to the corner store real quick and you stay here with her." 

| could barely even hold onto the child thrust into my arms before my boyfriend grabbed his wallet and shut 
the door behind himself. Well fuck. | might have thought she was cute, and | might have wanted a kid, but | 
had no clue how to actually take care of onel 

"Un-cul Fizzy?" 


| blinked. Uncle? | had to have misunderstood her baby-talk. 


"Un-cul Fizzy! Snuggle!" She demanded, clinging to my shirt with her little fists and gazing up at me with those 


big, innocent eyes. 

"Yeah. Yeah okay, sweetie," | breathed out, accepting my new role as part of the McKagan family, as unofficial 
as it was. Settling down on the floor like Duff had, | set her on my thigh and wrapped my arms around her, 
cradling Maria's small head against my chest. 

She sighed and cuddled closer, sucking on her thumb and slowly blinking her eyes against the pull of sleep. | 
smiled down at her, too precious for words. | was going to cherish this moment as long as | could, she looked 
enough like Duff that | could pretend she was our child, just for a little while.. 

| must have nodded off, because seemingly moments after closing my eyes | was being poked in the face with 
stubby fingers. Our power nap appeared to have energized her and | sighed, realizing it would be next to 
impossible to get her to go to bed now. 

| looked at her and she stared at me, bright blues eyes piercing my own. 


"Un-cul Fizzy." She said sternly, her little eyebrows in an angry position, "I'm hungry." 


| chuckled at the girl, "Yeah, hun? Let's see what we got here," | said evenly, scooping her up and walking over 


to the pantry. 


"Well." | paused, looking over our almost bare supply of food, "There's not too much to eat." 


‘Ooh! Ooh!" Maria babbled, pointing toward something. | followed her tiny fingers and saw them pointing at a box 
of granola bars. My granola bars. The granola bars nobody but me was allowed to touch because they were so 
damn expensive. 

| sighed, "You want the granola?" 


She beamed at me, "Nola, Fizzy!! Gimmie the 'nola!" 


A small chuckle escaped my lips as | grabbed one for her and unwrapped it. "It's gra-nola, little one," | said, 


watching her and making sure she could safely consume the bar. 


Once she showed she could eat it without choking, we went back into the living room and | flipped on the 


television. 


| scrolled through the channels until Maria began making noises in protest when | changed one show, so | 


turned it back and saw it was Mister Roger's Neighborhood. 
| shot her a look, and she returned one that said, ‘change it or you die’, so you best believe it stayed on 


| picked up the book | had brought with me and opened it, tuning out the constant babble of the television until 


Maria sat next to me and looked up expectantly. 

"Yeah?" | asked, looking down at her. 

"Where Wuff?" She said adorably, her big eyes staring into mine. 

"At the store,’ | stated simply, picking my book back up. 

"Wuff is your wife?" | heard her blurt and my eyes went wide. 

"Huh?" | knew | was looking at her funny but kids just ask the craziest things. 


'M-Mister Wogers says dat famiwys have a husban’ an’ wife.. are you da wife?" She asked, the picture of 


innocence, and | felt my cheeks heat up. 


"Well." | began, taking her and setting her on my lap, "I'm not a wife, and | don't have a wife, neither does Duff. 


We'll never have wives because.. we don't want any.” 


She furrowed her eyebrows and played with a string on my shirt, "B-but, my daddy has a wife so dey had me. 


You can’ have babies widdou' a wife!" Maria looked back up at me, seemingly concerned, and | sighed. 


"No, not really. But you can take care of someone else's baby, one that needs mommies or daddies," | tried to 


clarify, but she only pursed her lips. 
"B-but, Mister Wogers says dat-" 
| interrupted her, maybe angrier than | intended, "Well, maybe Mister Rogers doesn't know that families can be 


more than just a mommy and a daddy and their kids!" | reigned in my breathing now, speaking softer, "It's all 


about love, and people can love whoever they want..! love Duff and he loves me." 
That seemed to satisfy her and | smiled. She looked behind me and grinned, "Wuffl" 


| felt my face burn red and let her down, turning around to see my boyfriend with tears on his cheeks. He 


tore his eyes away from me to hug Maria, kissing her nose. 
"Wuff, | can wove people | war’... | wanna wove someone like Fizzy an' you." She babbled with a huge grin 


He wiped a tear and smiled weakly, "You will, little one. You will." 


Party Time Pt. | 


~third person POV~ 
Izzy and Axl were driving in their dingy pick-up truck to the apartment Slash, Steven and Bell all shared. After 
the Motley concert, both them and Duff were invited over for a party and a few beers. Obviously, they 
accepted. Who were the boys to turn down alcohol and maybe even some sex? 
Axl cleared his throat, stopping the thoughts of a curly haired man, and looked over at his lanky friend. 
"So," he began, drumming his fingers on his knee gently, "You and the punk, huh?" 


Izzy creased his eyebrows in confusion before realizing he meant Duff. 


"O-oh, yeah. Well, | think. I'm not sure. | like him and all, but I'm not sure we're dating. You know?" Izzy rambled 


nervously, making Axl chuckle. 

"Yeah, | know. I'm in the same boat." 

Izzy tore his eyes from the road and looked at Axl, intrigued. 

"You and uh.. Slice?" He asked, watching Axl's cheeks flood with pink 

"Slash." He whispered, causing Izzy to nod as he pulled into the lot of a run-down apartment building. 

"This it?" Axl asked, looking around. 

"Gotta be. There's balloons on that doorknob, that's the work of that stupid drummer if I've ever seen it" The 
raven haired man chuckled and pointed. Sure enough, there was an assortment of coloured balloons attached to 


the door. 


Both men laughed at the childish behaviour and walked toward the door before Axl rang the bell, stepping 
back. 


Almost instantly there was a loud "ILL GET ITI", scrambling, and frantic unlocking before the door swung open 


to reveal a beaming Steven. 
"Hi! Thanks for coming!" He yelled excitedly, practically glowing as he stepped aside so the boys could walk in 


"We got chips, dip, beer, cigarettes, even some coke!" He cheered, taking both men by their shoulders and 


dragging them into the living room. 
Slash, Duff and Bell were already in the room watching MTV, facing away from them on the couch. 
Steven smirked at the girl standing in front of the television, hands on her hips and facing away from him. 


Steven ran up behind where Bell was sitting and wrapped his arms around her, scooping her up to hold her 
against his chest. 


"Stevie!" She squealed, laughing as he pressed his lips to her's, "Baby! | wasn't expecting that!" He chuckled, 
"c'mere.." and with that, be carried her into the kitchen. 


The boys all turned to watch them, looks of either annoyance or disdain on their faces. 
"Ahem" Slash coughed, getting the attention of the new guests, "Hey Izzy, Axl." 


Axl smirked, though only to hide his nervousness, and walked over to him. "Hiya, Slasher," he purred, his voice 


deep and sensual, "How have you been?" 
Slash chuckled and touched Axl's neck softly, "Good, baby. You?" 


Axl grinned and snuggled into his hand, "I'm good" Slash smiled softly at the man and sat back down, pulling Axl 
down with him to cuddle and talk on the couch. 


Duff glanced over at Izzy, who's eyes were now glued to the beginning of a Terminator movie instead of 
Steven and Bell making out in the kitchen He stood up and moved in front of his gypsy, blocking his view of the 


movie before leaning down to gently kiss him. 


He smiled against his lips when he felt Izzy's hands caress his sides. "Hi babe," he said, words slightly muffled 
by Duff. 


| missed you," the punk sighed against his lips, nipping the bottom one. 

Izzy pulled away and smiled at him, "I missed you more.” 

Duff shook his head and grinned, "Nah, that's not possible." 

"Sol" Steven shouted, exiting the kitchen with Bell in tow, not seeming to notice what he was interrupting. 
"Thanks for coming, everyone! We got some beer, if you want. A small assortment of drugs.. some chips..." he 


trailed off, not sure how to get his friends to mingle. 


Bell chuckled at his attempts and trailed a hand up his chest, "You can't force it, love. They'll come together on 
their own." She whispered, ripping his ear gently. 


Steven nodded and kissed her nose, "You're right, but | have a quicker way." Bell creased her eyebrows as he 


pointed at Izzy. 
"Stradlin" He yelled, causing the gypsy to look over at him, mildly annoyed 

"Truth or dare?" 

"truth or dare?" Izzy said skeptically, "Isn't that a little. childish?" 

"It actually sounds pretty fun! Axl chimed in, to the surprise of literally everybody. "Answer the question, Iz" 
His best friend sighed in defeat and turned on Duff's lap to face Steven. “Alright, fine, II take truth’ 


The bubbly blonde grinned at him and mimed stroking a beard in thought until he got a gleeful, if slightly 
psychotic, grin. “Izzy Stradlin, is it true... that you rode Duff's dick on Tracii's couch?" 


Both Duff and Izzy turned bright red at the question and looked at Steven with wide eyes. 


"What di- how- wh-how did you know that?!" Izzy yelled at him, ignoring Axl's screams of ‘That's where | 


sleep! 


"|| may have told Slash about that. But he's my best friend, it was just him! | didn't think he'd telll" Duff said, 


now turning to glare at Slash accusingly. 


"I swear | didn't!" The mop of curls with sunglasses on indoors spoke, "Or at least | think | didn't.but maybe | 


did? | got pretty drunk with Popcorn that night after you left" 


Bell surveyed the five men in her living room fighting like little kids for a minute, hands on her hips, until she 
let out a shrill whistle that made everybody freeze and look at her in fear. 


"Now if you're all quite done, how about we eat this pizza before it gets cold," she said, brandishing the greasy 
boxes that had just been delivered, "And have some fun with this game?" 


Everyone mumbled agreement and settled down in a loose circle on the floor, slurping up marinara sauce and 


gooey cheese and snuggling into their partners. 
"Bell-" Axl spoke suddenly, pointing a pizza crust at her, "Truth or dare?" 
"Uhh..." she hesitated for a moment, "Dare." 


He smirked at her before grabbing Duff's half-full vodka and thrusting it toward her. 


"Drink up, sweetheart" He grinned. Steven held his hand out in protest but Bell shook her head, "No, Stevie. l'm 
no pussy. I'll do it” 


The rest of the gang chuckled at her confidence as she tilted her head back and the warm vodka began 
trickling down her throat. 


"Chug, chug." Slash began chanting, earring a glare from Steven who was cradling her back securely. 
"Chug, chug, chug!" The other boys joined in, growing louder as she neared the bottom. 


"Ah, done!" She yelled, slamming it down on the carpet. All of their friends cheered, but Steven only blushed as 
he pulled her onto his lap. 


"Hot damn, baby doll" Steven whispered in her ear, squeezing her hips. She hummed in delight and laid her head 


on his shoulder 
"Okay, Izzy" Slash grinned devilishly, "Truth or dare?" 

He scoffed and intertwined his fingers with Duff's, "Dare" 
"Give Duff a lap dance, you bastard" 


Izzy smirked at Slash, no longer worried about his friends seeing their relationship, after all, no one else was 
bothering to be discreet about theirs. He handed his joint off to Slash and dragged a folding chair in from the 


kitchen area. 


Duff, who had been blushing furiously since his name had been mentioned, was pulled up by the lapels of his 
leather vest and shoved into the chair. He got a very nice view (as did everybody else) of Izzy's ass as he 
squated in front of a box records, rooting through them for the perfect soundtrack. 


Letting out a quiet exclamation of triumph, he stood and put a record in the player then turned around to face 
Duff. He struck a pose, making everybody laugh, until the beginning notes of Def Leppard's "Poor Sone Sugar On 
Me" started playing as Izzy walked slowly towards Duff, hips swinging and eyes locked with his. 


Smirking as he stopped just out of arms reach, Izzy moved his whole body to the beat. He threw his arms up 
in the air, rolling his body and dragging his hands down his chest, slowly pulling apart his shirt to reveal 
ghostly skin and dusky pink nipples. 


Duff gasped and unconsciously leaned in closer, he just couldn't seem to look away. Enraptured by how kissable 
his boyfriend's lips looked as he mouthed along to the words, Duff failed to realize that Izzy was moving closer 


until it was too late. 


The gypsy dropped to his knees and ran his this hands up Duff's legs to rest on either side of his zipper, 


surprising everybody in the room with his eagerness. Axl was especially awed, and a little concerned, at how 


seductive Izzy could be. 


Making sure to rub his body against Duff's as he did so, Izzy slowly slid upwards until he was standing, leaning 
over Duff with his hands still gripping his hips. 


"C'mon Stradlin! This is a lap dance, so get on his fucking lap!" Slash jeered, wanting to get on with the show. He 
was not very happy with the way Axl had his eyes glued to them right now. He'd much rather have those 
beautiful crystals aimed at him and not some sleazy junkie, best friend he might be. 


Izzy flipped Slash off, but he did finally swing a leg over Duff's to straddle him. He ground his hips into the 
man beneath him as the music played, taking in his features. The lights from the TV and a street lamp out 
the window illuminated the punk's face, highlighting his sharp cheekbones and making the sweat on his brow 
glisten. 


Duff gasped loudly as Izzy pushed down in just the right place, hands scrabbling to get hold of the squirming 


man above him. 


Izzy just grinned and pushed his hands away, now sitting straight up to peel off his blouse. Throwing his head 
back as the guitar solo began, he kept moving his body with it, letting himself get carried away. Interrupting 
his rhythm, Izzy abruptly stood up and turned around, ass now effectively in Duff's face. 


He moved side to side, reaching back to hold onto Duff's shoulders as he danced. Giving a sharp thrust or turn 


of the head with each last note, he decided to finish with a bang. Falling back into Duff's lap, he arched his 
back and pushed his bottom into Duff, mimning being fucked into the best orgasm he'd ever had. 


The rest of the group sat shell shocked, not sure how to process what they'd just seem. Bell slowly started 
clapping, followed by the others. 


Duff blinked his eyes, now thoroughly embarrassed at having forgotten everyone else was there the whole 


time. 


Izzy took a bow then grabbed Duff by the arm, dragging him towards the couch where they could cuddle and 


not so secretly grind against eachother. 


"Wow!" Steven exclaimed, "That was a really great lap dance, Izzy. Bell, could you ever..?" He shot her a pleading 
look and she laughed. 


‘Maybe, baby." 


"Heyl" Izzy suddenly shouted, "Axl hasn't done anything yet! Fucker gets to laugh at me he gets to pay the 
price. Truth or dare, Bill?" 


Axl sighed, his hopes of watching everybody else get tortured were ruined. "Fine! Fine, fine you fuckhead.." he 
muttered to himself, "Darel" There was no way in hell he was going to take truth, lzzy knew way Too much 
about him. 


Izzy hummed in thought, trying to figure out what would piss Axl off, but not to the point of actually blowing 
up. Ahal 


"Axl. | dare you to give Stevie over there a big wet kiss!" 


Steven's eyes widened and Bell covered his lips with her hand, "No!" She squealed in playful protest, "He's 


mine!" 

"Yeah, Izzy, he's hers!" Axl yelled, pointing to the pouting couple. 

"Nu-uhl A dare's a dare, whether you like it or not!" 

Steven and Axl both cringed and leaned forward, Bell cowering in Slash's shoulder as they did. 
"Yuck!" 

"Blegh!" 


Both boys rejected each other the second their lips touched and Axl pushed him away, allowing Bell to pounce 


on Steven and wipe his lips clean with her flannel 

"You contaminated him!" She playfully shouted at Axl, holding Steven as he struck a dramatic pose. 
He laughed and waved his hand at them as Steven sat up and placed Bell back in his lap. 

"Okay, Slasher," Duff smirked, pointing loosely at his friend, "Truth or dare?" 

Slash grinned and slung his arm around Axis shoulders. "Dare, baby. Lay it on me," He replied coolly 
Duff chuckled and took a swig of his vodka, "Undo Axl's pants with your teeth" 


Instantly, Slash's eyes widened and he began coughing loudly, making Axl hold his back in an attempt to sooth 


him. 


Everyone laughed at Slash's awkwardness until Axl let him go and stood in front of Slash, his crotch level to 
his mouth. 


The curly haired man looked up, big chocolate eyes staring up at Axl who simply smiled and placed a hand in 
his curls. 


"Gonna do it, or are you pussy?" The redhead breathed, internally screaming at the chance to have Slash's lips 
practically on his dick. 


Slash only grunted and latched his teeth onto Axl's button, tugging and trying to unhook it. 


"Whooo! Come on, Slasher!" Bell cheered drunkenly, leaning into Steven and mumbling something along the lines 


of, "Ohhh... | do that to you.." making him blush and shush her in case anybody else heard. 


Slash was apparently having quite the hard time, though, several minutes had passed and he still could not get 
that damned button out of the hole. Axl was starting to feel a little silly standing there, and also a little.err... 
stiff. 


"Is okay baby, just take it slow and steady," Axl tried to comfort Slash as he let out a frustrated groan, "Try 
pulling the denim away instead" The mop of curls at his groin nodded and did as instructed, now able to pop 
open the button. 


As he moved down to the fly, Duff leaned up to whisper in Izzy's ear from where he was laying underneath 
him on the couch. "So..do you think this will finally get them together?" He asked, nibbling at the shell of his 


ear. 


‘Mmmhh.. don't stop that feels good," Izzy moaned, "And yes, if | know Axl, which | most certainly do, the last 
thing he likes is being worked up and teased. We'll be having to drag them out of the house in a week because 
they won't stop fucking!” 


"I am a genius!" Duff declared. You know what? He really deserved a reward for coming up with this grand 
scheme to get Axl and Skash together! With that thought in mind, he roughly gripped Izzy's butt and rolled 
them so that he was shielding his boyfriend from the eyes of their friends, running his hands up and down his 
body and into his pants. 


"Baby, what are you doing?" Izzy mumbled against his lips, trying to discreetly grind into his hand. 


‘Claiming my prize!" Duff growled at him, ignoring his confused chuckle and the blow job happening not two feet 


away from them. 


Axl shuddered, looking down at Slash kneeling in front of him with his hot breath caressing his crotch. Slash's 
brows were furrowed in concentration as he gripped the zipper in between his teeth, slowly pulling it down to 


reveal..cops. 


Axl had totally forgotten that he'd decided to go commando today, which caused a furious blush to paint his 
cheeks. Slash just grinned when he saw pale skin and wiry red hair beneath the fabric in his mouth, flicking his 
tongue out for a secret taste before pulling back and letting Axl put a hand in front of his crotch to shield it 


from other eyes. 


A loud moan from the couch shook the other four friends out of their trance as they watched Duff and lzzy 
not so subtly HAVE FUCKING SEX RIGHT NEXT TO THEM! 


"Hey you two!" Bell screamed at them, "Not on my damn couch! Get a fucking room or do that somewhere 


else!" 

Duff pulled away from Izzy, wide eyed, and shot Slash a pleading look. 

"Sorry, dude," Slash said not so apologetically, "But my room is gonna be occupied right about now." With that, 
he stood up and pulled a very willing Axl down the hall and into his bedroom, not to be seen until about 3pm 
tomorrow. 


Izzy stroked the back of Duff's neck, whispering in his ear while Bell looked at them suspiciously. 


Steven, not liking the weird silence, suddenly came up with the greatest idea ever! "Hey guys! There's a new 


bar in town, we should totally go check it out!" 


~ (This particular story to be continued next chapter!!) ~ 


